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as well as a quantity of old silver and gold chalices that had
recently been collected from the churches and were in process
of being catalogued.
In the colossal over-decorated throne room of the Romanoffs
in which the Third International had held its last meeting,
there were still hangings of red bunting and appeals to the
workers of the world to unite, concerning which Andrev chose
to be facetious. The old apartments of the Czars were simply
a divine dream. There were exquisite small rooms with
vaulted ceilings and frescoed walls that had evidently inspired
the stage scenery of the Russian ballet.
From the Kremlin we went to the house of Madame Shucken,
who met us at the door and glowered at us as she did at all the
visitors whom she was obliged to admit on government-
appointed visiting days. If looks could have killed we should
certainly have dropped dead! Mr. Shucken had fled to Paris,
leaving his wife to face the new music 1 The government
with surprising sense had left the pictures in the house to which
they belonged. There is, I believe, no such modern collection
in France. The first room was full of Claude Monets and
Whistlers, leading to another room full of Degases, Renoirs and
C&annes, There were twenty-one Matisses in a room, and
twenty Goguins in another. A curious intermixture was
William Morris's tapestry and Burne Jones's "Nativity."
When we came out into the street every one in it seemed to
have been transformed into a Matisse! Especially a doorway
in the snow rudely painted in blotches of green and yellow
with a sentry standing near. Andrev agreed that one only
had to borrow another's eyes and the same old world appeared
quite new. I remembered that after I had been in Florence
a few days every woman I saw looked like a Madonna.
On the way home in the evening we passed by a bronze
statue of Gogol, and Andrev said:
" What do you think of it ?   Everyone says it is very bad/'
Happily I said I thought it was very good, as it turned out
to be Andr£v's work! He was less flattering about my busts.
He said they were " Journalism, not art." I replied that
there was art in journalism, and we left it at that.

